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But it was the livid tint of the waters where there were no streets
that was so particularly ghastly.
Philip, as we know, was the extreme reverse of an imaginative
person; but even he was struck by the lurid effect produced by cer-
tain isolated houses, near the sinister rush of the main current of
the Brue. The water positively foamed, as it swirled and eddied
about these luckless edifices, which hardly looked like houses at
all now, but rather resembled ugly and shapeless islands of dark
rock, against which the tops of the wretched garden trees were
swaying and tossing, as if they were masses of green seaweed. One
especial thing that struck his pragmatic and literal mind was the
extraordinary difference between this murderous-looking flood-
water and all other bodies of water he had ever seen or known.
The brownish-grey expanse before him was not like the sea; nor
was it like a lake. It was a thing different from every other
natural phenomenon. A breath of abominable and shivering
chilliness rose up from this moving plain of waters, a chilliness
that was more than material, a chilliness that carried with it a
wafture of mental horror. It was as if some ultimate cosmogonic
catastrophe implying the final extinction of all planetary life had
commenced. A wind of death rose from that mounting flood that
carried a feeling of water-soaked disfigured corpses!
Philip knew that the actual victims could only at the worst
amount to a few score; but that death-look upon those livid
waters suggested a disaster that could not be estimated in
physical numbers. That hard, narrow cranium beneath its grey
cloth cap was not stunned or numbed, was not distracted or
crazed, was not even bewildered by what it confronted. This might
prove the final Waterloo to this furious strategist; but it left his
limited, concentrated, fighting intelligence quite unclouded, in-
deed strung-up and abnormally alert. As far as his emotional
response to it was concerned, it was the response of the most
average and thick-skinned person; and for that very reason it
caught the spectacle of what lay before it in what might be called
its primeval animal-skin shiver. "Glastonbury is in peril," is
what Ned Athling would have felt; but apart from the fate of
his bridge and his road, what, Philip was aware of was simply
the threat of a down-swallowing, in-sucking enemy.